'ISABELLE'S MARRIAGE

brought his officer in on his back,, and he's never wished to be anything
else. It appears that I'm the crown to his career. And with it all he's
as stubborn as a mule... Look, he even packed my shoes on top! He's
maddening!"

"If you pack them underneath, you can't put the trousers in flat, sir,"
the servant said calmly.

"And he'd go through hell for me. Wouldn't you Charamon?"

"Yes, sir."

"And would you do the same for the Commandant?"

"Yes, if I were his servant, sir."

"Here, go and get drunk to my health/' said the General handing
him a large banknote.

Drawing Commandant Gilon to the window, he said confidentially:
"You see, that's the kind of thing it's difficult to leave, my dear chap:
fellows like that..."

He touched the flat of his sword with his hand.

"And to put up this piece of hardware..."

He seemed to be dreaming. " It was Urbain who gave it to me when
I passed out of Saint-Cyr," he thought. " It's a long time ago now. I've
charged with that, killed men with it, because at bottom it's the pur-
pose of our profession to kill men. And when one's no longer young
enough to kill..."

"The scabbard's like me; it's becoming worn," he added aloud.

"But the blade's good, sir!" said Commandant Gilon with a proud
smile.

The General took this for a lewd reference.

"Yes, and that's not... quite what it was either. These days the girls
mustn't be too young, nor too old."

"Well3 sir," said Gilon, glad to see the conversation taking a better
turn, "your train's not till three o'clock: let's go and have a good
luncheon. Allow me to invite you."

"Oh no, my dear chap, I'm still your chief, if you don't mind.
You'll let me be host."

Gilon was much richer than the General and therefore did not insist.

The servant was engaged in smoothing out the banknote on the lid
of a uniform-box with the palm of his hand.

"What are you up to, Charamon?" asked the General. "Aren't you
going to spend it?"

ce I think I'll just keep it, sir," said the servant.

The General, inclining his barely lined forehead to the left, blew
away imaginary dust.

"You're quite right. Let's have a good luncheon. From now on, it's
ill I've got left," he said.
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